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communing with those lie               felt lie

could trust.    With the oilier kind of "friends" lie
followed the method of a sort of suj^pt'iidcd
On a certain occasion (it was at Brede Place), after
two amazingly conceited idiots had         away, I

to Mm, "Stevie, you brood like a distant thundercloud/'
He had retired early to the other        of the
from there had sent out, now         then, a few words,
more like the heavy drops of rain that               the

storm  than  growls  of thunder.             Crane,  If he

could look black enough at times, never thundered;
though 1 have no doubt he could have
if he had liked. There always seemed to be something
(not timidity) which restrained him, not from within
but, I could not help fancying, from outside, with an
effect as of a whispered memento         in the ear of a

reveller not lost to the sense of grace.

That of course was a later impression. It must be
stated clearly that I know very little of Stephen Crane5 s
life. We did not feel the need to tell each other
formally the story of our lives. That did not prevent
us from being very intimate and also very open with
each other from the first. Our affection would have
been "everlasting/' as he himself qualified it, not
the jealous death intervened with her cruel capricious-
ness by striking down the younger man. Our intimacy
was really too close to admit of indiscretions; not that he
did not speak amusingly of his experiences and of his
hardships, and warmly of the men that helped him in Ms
early days, like Mr. Hamlin Garland for instance, or
men kindly encouraging to him, like Mr. Howells.
Many other names he used to utter lovingly have been
forgotten by me after so many years.

It is a fact that I heard more of Ms adventures than
of his trials, privations, and difficulties.   I know he had